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Saturday Morning 


| woke up first, like always. David was still in a sleep so deep, | would have had to throw him into the pool off 
the balcony to wake him up. | watched his sleeping face intently. Even with his transfixing eyes shut, he was 
still a sight to see. The way his light blond hair fell across his forehead in effortless waves, his beautifully 
sculpted cheekbones sitting in his face just so. It was almost a shame | had to wake him up. Almost, but not 


quite. 
We had both been looking forward to what we were about to do for quite some time. Just last night, he had 
made me promise to wake him up so our first time wouldn't be ruined by him sleeping in. | had never broken a 


promise to him yet, and | didn't plan to start today. 


| pressed my lips to his. David's eyelids slowly lifted, revealing his mismatched eyes. They still appeared sleepy, 
but not tired. (Yes, there's a difference.) 


"Morning, love." He said, raising one hand to rub the sleep from his face. "You been up long?" 


‘Only a few minutes" | responded, kissing him again. 


"What've you been up to?" He asked, raising himself up on one elbow. 

"Watching you." | admitted, somewhat embarrassedly. 

"I'd care to do the same thing, but we have plans, do we not?" David said, seriousness entering his voice. 
"That we do." | said, putting all romantic kidding around aside. 

"Are you ready?" He asked, a quiver of nervousness in his voice. 


| was born ready." | declared. We threw off the covers and put our plan into action. David sprinted into the 
kitchen, using his long legs to his advantage. | jumped over the back of the couch and landed squarely on the 
left cushion. It was an unspoken rule that the left cushion was always mine. David always said | fit better into 


his left side. 


| leaned forward to flip the ‘on’ switch of the TV. I flipped through the channels, seemingly hundreds before | 


reached the one | was looking for. 
David entered the room carrying two bowls. He sat on my right and placed one in my lap. 
"| didn't miss any, did |?" He asked, worriedly. | placed another kiss on his cheek. 


"Just in time." | assured. He smiled that crooked smile of his that always makes me melt and pulled me into a 
side-hug. We both turned to the TV and intently watched the animated violence of Saturday-morning cartoons 
together. 


Sometimes, David would pull up a heaping spoonful of cheerios from the bowl in his lap and hold it in front of 
my face until | lashed out and quickly ate them all from the spoon. He laughed more at my eating of the 


cheerios than at the actual cartoons. 


"Mick," he whispered, curling my straggly hair around his fingers. "You make me happier than anything in the 
world. All the money, all the cars, all the fame, it means nothing compared to your love. | love you with every 


piece of my heart" 


| lifted the bowls off our laps, placed them on the floor and repositioned myself so my mouth could be next 


to his ear. 


"David, I'm glad to hear you say that, because | feel the same way and you're never getting rid of me. l'm 
going to follow you to the ends of the Earth and back again" He turned his head and grabbed the sides of my 
face, pulling me into the deepest kiss we had had all day. These lazy Saturday mornings were the best kind of 


mornings in the world. 


Cookies 


| was dumbfounded. More than that, | was hurt. Hurt that David didn't trust me. Hurt that he had totally cut 
me off. Hurt that he thought it would happen again. | swear, it wasn't my fault the turkey exploded and the 
kitchen caught fire. We weren't even making turkey for Tony's promotion potluck; we were making cookies. 
What could go wrong with cookies? If worst came to worst, we'd be left with 24 lumps of coal, and | had 
never heard of coal being a bad thing. 


| looked down at the list in my hand. David had given me an exact list of the ingredients he wanted. The details 
ranged from the brand name to the price. Stickler. 


| pushed the cart down the last of way too many aisles. Most of the items had been found and checked off 
the list. All except for the sugar, and | highly doubted sugar would be found within the personal hygiene 
products. Shit. | turned the cart around and started going back through all the aisles. The sugar turned out to 
be right beside the chocolate chips. | glared at the bag of sugar as | waited in the checkout line. It was the 
sugar's fault | had wasted another hour of the time | could have been with David. 


After the seemingly endless drive home, | looped all the plastic bags around my wrists so | could carry all the 
groceries and the bag of flour into the house in one trip. David opened the door when | was halfway there. One 
look at me and he doubled over in laughter. 


"You're a help." | grumbled, walking past him. 


"M! sorry." He said, wiping a tear from the corner of his eye. "Would you care for a hand?" | ignored his offer 
and dropped the bags on the kitchen counter. 


"Darling, you aren't mad at me, are you?" He asked, a quiver of worry in his voice. 


"Not at you. Just at myself for somehow missing the sugar and having to backtrack" | admitted. David cracked 
a grin and pulled me in close to his body. 


"Tell you what. | can tell you're somewhat upset, so | want to make you feel better." He whispered. "What if | 


retract your ban from the kitchen and we make cookies together. How's that sound?" 


| sighed dramatically. "| suppose it could possibly make up for you banning me from the kitchen" David pulled 


me into a slow, almost sensual kiss. 
‘lm still not entirely certain" | teased. He kissed me again, harder this time. 
"Maybe one more." | pushed. "Greedy, aren't we?" David purred. He wove his fingers into my hair, making 


escape impossible. His soft lips pressed into mine, parted slightly. He nipped at my bottom lip a few times 
before retracting enough to talk. 


"Am | forgiven?” He asked, using his puppy-dog eyes. Even the most hard-hearted, evil person in the world 
couldn't resist his eyes. | didn't want to let him win, but | had to. 


"Shut up, and we'll make cookies." | said, squirming out of his grasp. David grinned. 


‘| love you, you crazy tease." He chuckled. He followed me around the counter and we got to work. Half an hour 
later, there were 21 14 perfectly formed, perfectly cooked chocolate chip cookies on the counter. The two of 


us were staring at them, in a slight amount of disbelief. 


"Ladies and gentlemen, for the first time in over a millenia, the legendary Mick Jagger entered a kitchen and 
used it without there being a need for the fire department.” David said in a dramatic announcer's voice. "Never 
mind the fact, of course, that we are two and a half cookies short of a full two dozen due to someone 


sneaking samples of the dough." | raised an eyebrow at him. 
"Pardon me, Mr. Perfect, but | only sneaked two cookies’ worth of dough. You had the half" | accused. 


"You'll notice | never blamed you for all the missing dough." He chuckled. "Think Tony'll be pleased with the 


cookies?" 


"Let's hope." | said. "There is absolutely no time left to make anything else." David nodded and laid a sheet of 


aluminum foil over the plate containing 21 1% cookies, still steaming from the oven. 


"IIl drive, you carry the cookies." | declared, plucking the car keys from the hook. He balanced the plate on one 
arm and strode past me, tweaking my tush with his free hand. | stopped dead in my tracks. 


‘Coming, love?" He asked, turning to look at me, a huge smile on his face. | returned his smile and quickened my 


pace to walk alongside him. God, | loved this man. 


The Bachelor Auction 


Author's Notes: 
The tale of how David and Mick met.. in my weird imagination. | might to a second part to this one- | like the 


premise. 


Nothing is ever as it seems in this crazy, topsy-turvy world. The crotchety old man hobbling on a cane had 
seen thousands die in battle during his younger days. The little girl in a mink coat, skipping down the street was 
alone because her parents just didn't care. The rock star who had just performed to thousands of screaming 
fans had no one to go home to, no one to tell that he loved, and no one to hold in the dead of night. | was that 
rock star. The pathetic bloke who was shuffling past closed stores under the street light: 


It wasn't as if | had absolutely nothing to do tonight. With a single phone call, there could be a limo at my 


disposal as well as dozens of girls, all eager and willing to crawl into bed with me. 


| sighed and kicked at a stone near my foot. For some reason, all the aspects of fame and fortune that had 
once excited me had become mundane. Almost chores, just to keep up appearances. | wanted to do something 


new, something like.. a charity dinner and auction? A sign caught my eye up ahead. 


| quickened my pace to a slow jog, eager to read the details. The sign didn't give much information, it only told 
me the dinner had started and was almost finished (shame, | could have gone for a bite.) but that a charity 
auction was happening in five minutes. Hmmm, | already had enough money for a comfortable retirement, plus 
a few million extra. Whatever this charity was for, it needed money more than | did. 


| entered the large room full of people, keeping my head down. | wanted a night to just enjoy not being a 
famous rock star. The crowd was just chatting among themselves, a positive vibe in the air. | smiled to myself. 
It had been so long since | was in a crowded room and not the center of attention It was.. refreshing. | was in 
such a good mood, | hadn't noticed the room was filled with women Sharply dressed women with the odd bloke 


wearing a suit and an awkward expression scattered in. 
| looked up when a microphone at the front of the room was tapped. 


"Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. Thank you for coming to tonight's charity auction All proceeds are going to 
benefit the London Zoo, which is severely under-funded for all the new animals being brought in from 
accidents and other catastrophes of that sort” The speaker at the front of the room was the traditional- 
looking auctioneer/host; a man, about his 50's with thinning hair and a sharp tuxedo. 


"I know what you're thinking, everyone: ‘Bring on the ment’, well, here they are!" | lifted an eyebrow at the 
host's last statement. Men? Sure enough, well-dressed men started coming onto the stage. The host was 
auctioning off dates. 


| pinched the bridge of my nose and shook my head. | had no interest in going on a date with a man, but | also 
didn't want to seem rude by leaving a charity auction before it was over. It was shameful, and | had some 


sort of pride. 
After 25 dates had been sold and an hour had passed, | decided no amount of pride was worth this. 


| tried to slowly back out of the room before realizing there was a security guard positioned there to prevent 
anyone from leaving without paying for their date. The guard noticed me with my hand on the doorknob. 


"0i, you can't leave. Not yet" He whispered. 
"You don't understand, l.. | don't." | stuttered The guard chuckled. 


"Just wait until number 36." He said, giving me a slap on the back. | sighed and returned to my position at the 
back of the crowd. If | could have just gotten my tongue in order, | wouldn't still be in this uncomfortable 
position The numbers seemed to trickle past. For some reason, once number 35 was bought, | felt an odd 


sense of excitement. But, why? | wasn't gay, or had any curiosity whatsoever about being gay. 


Anticipation, | suppose. Maybe they had snuck in a few girls here and there to bring in a little more cash. A 
man could only hope. 


"Come on out, number 36!" The host yelled Number 36 somewhat stumbled out from behind the red velvet 
curtain. | released a breath of hope | didn't realize | had been holding. It was just another man He regained his 
footing and looked at the audience. My heart stopped. He was.. gorgeous. His dirty-blond hair and gray suit 
were disheveled, as if he just got out of bed, yet, probably more pulled-together than anyone in the room. 
Tiny crinkles formed around his eyes when he smiled. | noticed his eyes didn't match, one was a crisp, icy blue, 


while the other was mostly black. His cheekbones were as stately and beautiful as the gods could make them. 


"This is David Bowie. He is a singer-songwriter in Lon-" The host started, before he was interrupted by a voice 
from the audience. 


"50 POUNDS!" It yelled, waving a number on a piece of cardstock. 

"190 POUNDS!" Another voice yelled, in a somewhat angry voice. David, on the stage, was obviously trying to 
look absolutely pleased with himself. It made him seem absolutely endearing. The bids started coming from left 
and right. 

"200 POUNDS!" 

"230!" 


"300!" 


"150 POUNDS!" A final voice screeched from the back of the room. The bid was out of my mouth before | 
realized what exactly | had said. Everyone turned to see where exactly the crazy man was. Even David 
squinted through the stage lights to see you would pay so much to be in his company. Once he seemed to see 


who it was, he leaned back on his heel, stuck his hands in his pockets and grinned marvelously. 

"| don't think we can accept any more bids. Sold to the gentleman in the back for 150 pounds." The host 
smacked his auctioneer’s hammer and the crowd started applauding. | shuffled around the crowd to the front 
of the stage and held out my hand to escort David off the stage. He was grinning like an idiot with an eyebrow 
slightly raised. | pulled him through the clapping crowd to the back door. Once there, | pulled I5 50£ notes out 


of my wallet and slapped them in the security guard's hand. | didn't stop pulling on David's arm until we were 


out into the snow-covered street. He ruffled the back of his hair a little. 

"That certainly was exciting." He said, chuckling a little. Christ, even his voice was beautiful. 

"Might | have the pleasure of knowing who would pay 150 pounds for a date with little old me?" 

"Mick Jagger." | said, offering my hand. It sure had been a while since | had to introduce myself to someone. 


"Pleasure to meet you, Mick. Did you have anywhere special in mind when you bought me?" David smirked. | bit 
my lip. 


"Well.. to be honest, David.. | didn't think | was going to be buying anyone at that auction. The sign out front 


mislead me a little." David leaned past me to look at the sign 


| see what you mean It does look rather... like a regular auction, doesn't it?" He took my hand and smiled 


warmly. 


"Don't worry - | know somewhere we can go." 


